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* * *
"Well, lad, there it is," concluded Ragnar with a
smile. "I think now you can see why this season, when
Sol travels closest to Muspellheim, we call 'Wheel
Time,' and, of course, we burn the Hjul Log to be sure
she can find her way north again."
"Do you think she really needs it, uncle?" queried
Dag.
"Well, she's never said, but doing it makes
everyone feel better, and it certainly can't hurt because she's come back on schedule every year since."
The boy thought about that for a moment. "I guess
that's so. And I can understand now about the vows
sworn to Frey on the boar. But why isn't there anything
honoring Heimdall?"
The man reached over and rumpled his nephew's
hair. "I don't know for certain, but I don't think Heimdall particularly likes to be the center of attention. He
freed his kinswoman and the sun wheel without
anyone being killed, which is what he set out to do, so
I suspect he was happy enough for Frey to get the
glory."
The boy absorbed this, nodding briefly, then
frowned.
"What's troubling you, Dag? Are you still concerned about Heimdall's honor?" Ragnar asked sympathetically.

"No, uncle, rm just worried about what Surt said
at the end. You know ... about Mistletoe being cursed
or something."
"Then you can put your mind at rest, my boy. Surt
forgot that Heimdall could hear every word he uttered, and 'forewarned is forearmed' as they say."
Ragnar grinned a toothy grin. "To honor Frey's blade
and counter the curse--if there ever was one--they
used a powerful runic ritual to change the name of
Mistletoe to Protector of Worlds. A very apt name,
don't you think? In remembrance of the sword's role
in rescuing Sol and the sun wheel, folk hang sprigs of
mistletoe in their halls during Hjultide ... and, if a curse
does follow the name, it's awfully hard to imagine it
being transferred to such an innocent little plant, now
isn't it?"
"Yes, but..." Dag began.
"No buts, my boy, no buts. The future holds what
it holds for each of us, and there is no point in spoiling
the joy of the present by worrying about what may or
may not come to pass. That's my advice. Now then,
enough tale-telling and advice-giving for one night.
It's high time you were asleep. You'll need to be well
rested tomorrow if we are going to take a trip by
reindeer sled to visit the elves." And Ragnar smiled
fondly down at his nephew as he pulled the eiderdown
comforter up around his shoulders and tucked him in
for the night. 0
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I recognized first the old limp
as you walked over the horizon
on the road which disappears
directly to the left of the sun,
the same road on which you had departed
so hastily ten years before when you
finally abandoned your dark basement retreat.
From where I stood in our father's field
I had time to think about what I would say to you.
I, whose dreams had long ago taken on
the solidity of house and furniture,
the flesh of wife and children.
Did God grant you salvation
in his soup kitchens and welfare lines?
Did you find wisdom beyond the sun?
Or did your world shrink to the size of a bottle?
As I look at the fences which have for so long

defined the cautious limits of my life,
I wonder about the harvests of conventionality,

the need for brackets aroundexperience,
the reassurance of the right-hand path.
Later, when I looked in through
the window of the house and saw you
and the others eating and drinking
and laughing, I wondered about
the differentpaths that had brought us here.
Now I, who have not spumed the sun and fields,
watch as you carefully cultivate a tiny tray
ofplants in a green house large enough to
supply the entireJann with seedlings.
Sometimes, at night,I hear you
and wonder what demons knock
at your windows and cause you to sleep
with a knife under your pillow.
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